stand out in my mind. We were living in lodgings, of course,
and late one Sunday afternoon Mother told Dad to take me
for a walk along the Front while she got our supper ready,
Dad and I walked about for a bit, enjoying the crowds; then
I noticed that his steps began to drag and he began to cast
longing eyes at the saloon doors from which, now that they
were open again, came the cool, inviting smell of beer.
Finally, he could stand it no longer.

4'Sit down on that bench,. Gertie," he said. "You can
have a nice look at the sea and the people going by. Be a good
girl, now, and don't move until I come back for you.3'

I watched him disappear in the direction of the nearest
bar. I was not disconcerted. Obediently I sat on the bench,
swinging my legs and enjoying my freedom. Even more
than the sea and the crowd, I was interested in a stand where
a sign announced bicycles for hire. That drew me as
inevitably as the saloon had drawn Dad.

"How much does it cost to hire a bike?"  1 asked.

"Sixpence an hour, my dear," said the man.

I felt around in my coat pocket and produced the coin.
The attendant looked at me a bit doubtfully, but the six-
pence was real enough and there in the rack was a bike just
my size. He took it out and lifted me up on the saddle.

"That will do you a fair treat," he said. "Now be sure
you bring it back in an hour." He turned away to wait on
another customer.

I wheeled the machine proudly across the Front and
down a street into a crescent where the railings in front of
the houses gave me something to hold on to. I had never
been on a bicycle before, but I had no doubt of my ability to
ride one, I leaned it against the railing, mounted it, and,
holding on to the railings with one hand, managed to pedal
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